LTER DE LA MARE
writing. But the mood of reverie from
which the thing has sprung is not quite the
reverie of childhood. There is a hint of world-
weariness In it for all its tenderness. In this
mood the poet is half in love with death, wholly
in love with death's garden. Such a mood
haunts a good many pages of The Return,
and every page of Ding Dong Bell,, that strange
little book which is neither wholly essay nor
wholly story, and which I am inclined to
bring in here, for though it was not published
till 1924 it is nevertheless a comparatively
early thing revised. Quaint, whimsical, and
delightful, it is. The author loiters among
the crumbling head-stones in a country church-
yard, loiters among graves, worms, and epitaphs,
and all the epitaphs are written by himself.
A faintly macabre note is struck once or twice,
but for the most part a playful friendliness
prevails, an affection tinged with humour.

No Voice to scold;

No face to frown;
No hand to smite

The helpless down:
Ay, Stranger, here

An Infant lies,
With worms for

Welcome Paradise.
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